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Bestfriends 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first story, | will continue it even if no one reads it:) 


Ard this is all fiction, none of these things happened. 


Steven Adler bounced up and down. He was standing in a bar flanked by his friend, Tommy Lee. 


"God, | really need some fucking alcohol in my system!" The drummer had a huge smile on his face like usual; 
and he was high-- like usual. Only on marijuana this time, nothing too bad. 


"Calm down, Popcorn" Tommy grinned. Tommy always smiled when he was around Steven. It was almost 
physically impossible not to. The little blonde had the personality of a five year old. And thats what made being 


around him so fun. He didn't have many worries in his little head; he just was looking for fun and friends. 


"What would you two ladies like?" Growled the bar tender. The smile diminished from Tommy's face. Yeah, | am 
a rock star. What do | care what these fat old fucks say? Tommy always tried to reassure himself about 


things. He always seemed like he was the most confident guy out there. But he wasn't. Not by any means. 


Steven's smile grew wider. "We would like two of whatever, please!" The bartender's eyes tightened at the 
edges. It bothered him that this young, long-haired weirdo wasn't fazed by his name-calling. But he knew he 


couldn't dampen the blonde's mood, so he walked over to grab a beer. 


"Steve, how can you take everyone's crap with a smile? That fucker called us chicks and you're cool with it. 
How in the hell do you do it, kid?" Tommy studied Steven's face. Was it all a show? Maybe these remarks did 


hurt him inside. However, the taller drummer could not see any hints that Steve was faking his happiness. 


"I just think, why should | care what some random low-class bar dude thinks of me? I'm in Guns N' fucking 
Roses! One of the best rock bands, man! He doesn't know me at all, so why give a shit?" 


"Steve, you're one smart fucker." Tommy smiled, suddenly, it seemed foolish that he had taken offense to the 
petty remarks. 


When they got their beers, they were done with them in a heart-beat. It had been a while since the two could 
go out and have a drink together. Motley Crue and Guns N' Roses were on tour together. They finally had 
some time to spend together. However, some of the other members weren't so friendly. Axl and Vince were 
always in a fight over something. And Slash and Mick argued over guitarist styles. Luckily, Nikki, Izzy, Duff, 
Tommy, and Steven all got along great with both sides. 


After quite a few rounds of beer, it turned into glasses of vodka. "Now | know why Duffy likes this stuff so 
much, | never appreciated it good enough." Steven slurred happily. Both men were perfectly drunk 


"Are you two faries leaving soon, you seem wasted. So get out." The bartender flung a rag over his shoulder 
and leaned against the bar. "| would say women drink free, but you too are too ugly for that." He handed them 
the bill 


"I got it, Tom!" Steven stumbled to get up. He leaned against Tommy for support as he dug into his pocket to 
fish out his newly replenished wallet. He gracelessly took out two hundreds and put it on the table. "Keep the 
change, fatty!" Tommy and Steven fell onto the empty table next to them, laughing hysterically. Arm-over- 
arm, they staggered through the doors, their laughs echoing out into the empty nighttime street. 


"Shout, shout, shout! Shout, shout, shout! Shout at the devill" Tommy began singing in a very off-key shout. 
Steven quickly joined in with him. 


‘See, Tommy? This is why you're my best friend! | feel like none of the Gunners really care about me that 
much." He hiccupped. 


"Awh, Stevie! | am sure they do, but Axl is a bit stuck up, ya know? But you are my best friend Steve." 
Tommy swung around and his other arm went around Steve's other shoulder, he brought him in for a clumsy 


hug. 


The two stumbled back into one of the tour buses. "Everyone must be in the other bus,’ Steven observed. He 
fell onto one of the leather couches that was in the back of the bus, dragging Tommy down with him. "I have 


a killer headache, man!" 


"Dude, we are totally fucked-up right now!" Tommy laughed and looked at Steven. He hadn't noticed this before, 
but the smaller man had very innocent blue eyes. He was seriously like a kid, he couldn't be broken by 
anything. He would be a great person to be with.. What? Tommy shook his head. What was he thinking? Steven 


was just a friend, right? 


Steven's face abruptly got still. "Tom, can | ask you something?" Tommy nodded eagerly. "Why are you friends 
with me? Your band mates seem a lot smarter and cooler than me." Steven hardly ever talked this serious. 
Was the vodka wearing off? 


Without hesitation, Tommy answered. "Steven, you are such a great person to hang around with because you 
just make me feel like me. | don't have to hide things from you and you are always just.. there for me. God, | 
sound like a pussy." Tommy looked down at his hand, it was somehow rested on Steve's knee. How did that 
happen? But Tommy had a weird feeling, he didn't want to take his hand away. Steven slowly crept his hand on 
top of Tommy's. His light blue eyes met Tom's chocolate brown ones. Before he could stop it, their lips were 
connected. Tommy's heart raced, he had a familiar sensation between his legs. Oh shit. Tommy's mind was 
flying around the room, but he had no intention to break the magic that was happening between the two. 


Tommy had never felt this was about anyone before. 


Steven suddenly pulled away. "S-Sorry, Tommy. l-" Tommy looked at Steven and suddenly pushed him to the 
ground. Steven's eyes got wide with shock. Tommy got on top of him. 


"Why did you apologize?" Their mouths met again. Tommy sat on Steven's stomach and pulled off the little 

drummer's tight leather pants. He grasped Steven's bulge and slowly slid it into his mouth. Steven moaned in 
anticipation. The taller man slowly and then quickly thrust Steven's cock into his mouth, licking and humming 
each time. Steven's back arched and his eyes rolled back into his head. Steven erupted into Tommy's mouth. 


“Tommy- that was..." Tommy rolled off of Steven and fell to the ground next to him. ".. the best | have ever 
had." 


"Holy fuck." The two drummers jolted upright and stared at the door. Nikki Sixx was standing in the doorway, 
mouth agape. "What the fuck did you two do?" 


What Did it Mean? 


Author's Notes: 
More to come:) 


"Nikki! Shit!" Steven scrambled to pull up his pants and stand up. Tommy quickly followed, speechless. Nikki was 
the closest one to him in the band and this would surely make things awkward. 


"Did you... suck his dick?" Nikki's eyes widened and he stepped back a bit. 


"Nik, we're drunk! And | am pretty sure | am high, it doesn't mean anything!" Steven's eyes grew big as he 
pleaded with the dark haired bassist. 


Tommy shifted his gaze down to his feet. Meant nothing? But it meant something to me... he thought. 


"I think I'll try and forget that this happened. You two are lucky that | caught you instead of one of the bitchy 


lead singers." Nikki's lips curled into an amused smile. He waved his hand behind him and left the bus. 


Tommy glared at the back of Steven's head. He definitely had feelings for the blonde, drunk or sober. But they 


did not seem mutual in any respect. 


‘Sorry to embarrass you." Tommy hissed as he shoved past Steven and padded out of the bus into the cold 
night air. 


Tommy ran into the dark alley near where the buses were parked. His long legs carried him through the 


narrow alley into the bright town. Neon lights flashed and hookers stood by street corners. 


He wandered past the stores and clubs, feeling quite empty. He had always felt something for Steve, he had 


just never worked up the nerve to accept it. 


"Holy fuck, are you Tommy Lee?" Tommy spun around and was facing a bleached blonde girl with high heels 
and leather pants. A smile broadened over her heavily made-up face and she waltzed closer to him. "I fucking 
love you guys!" She wrapped her arms around his thin waist. "I've always wanted to meet you," she said in an 


attempt to be seductive. 


"Uh, cool. Nice to meet you." He felt so uncomfortable. He could usually get a girl into bed in the blink of an 
eye. Why was he feeling like this? The girl's fingers walked under his small black tank top. She looked up at him, 
closed her eyes, and pressed her lips to his mouth. It was harsh and not sensual at all. She was trying to 


force herself on to him in a rather ungraceful manner. 


Maybe | should try to get laid to take my mind off of things. Fuck, | need a cigarette. 


Tommy let in and kissed the skanky girl back. But his mind wasn't there. It was back on the bus with Steven. He 
felt a cold hand on the hole on the side of his leather pants. Get your hand off my ass, whore. 


Tommy abruptly pulled away from her mouth. "Mphh. Sorry, | cant- can't do this right now." He gave her an 


awkward pat on the shoulder and walked away. 


"Fucking prick!" He heard her yell after him. But it didn't faze him. Why should | care what some random low- 
class hooker-looking chick thinks of me? He chuckled as he realized that he learned how to brush off crude 


remarks from Steven.. 
Tommy let out an exasperated sigh. "Fuck him," he mumbled under his breath. 


"Tom- Tom!" A shout rang out in the brisk air. Steven appeared next to Tommy, panting like a dog. "Tommy, l'm 


sorry |"- 


"Fuck you Steven. | was drunk. | should be the one who is embarrassed. | hooked up with a mediocre drummer 
in a terrible band," Tommy choked out. He didn't think. The words were just pouring out of his mouth 
uncontrollably. He whispered, "I don't give a fuck" As he turned on his heel and walked down the street, he 
could hear sobs. Tommy pinched his eyes shut and kept walking. A tear rolled down his cheek. | made Steven 


cry. | broke him, the most innocent and sincere person | will ever know. 


Forgiveness 


Author's Notes: 
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"Shut the fuck up shit-facel" Axl threw his sunglasses across the room at Vince. "You don't know shit! That 


was how | wanted it to sound, fucker!" 


"Well you sounded like shit, and this is our show, at least it made us look better!" He said with a smug smile 


broadening on his face. 


"You're a fucking dumbass, you little fairy! Like seriously, who the fuck dresses like that! You look like you just 


ransacked your sister's closet!" Axl's emerald eyes shined with anger. His fists were clenched; a bad sign 
"At least I'm not a little fucking prick" Vince's smile turned evil, he knew this would set off Axl. 


"Fuck you! You don't know shit! Your band sucks and you are a fucking glammer!" Axl's pale skin raged an angry 


red color as he advanced towards Vince. 


"Fuck off him, Axl," came a small, yet confident voice. Axl whipped around to face the Motley drummer who 
had just entered the room. Even though the drummer was taller than the redhead, Axl seemed a million times 
bigger. Without warring, Axl's fist flew through the air and connected with Tommy's eye. He stumbled back, 
dumbfounded. Before he could regain his balance, another blow came to the side of his head. Tommy's head 


swam. Axl stood aver him, fists ready to make another encounter with Tommy's head. 

"Fucking leave him alone, Axl!" Steven leapt on top of his singer, battling him to the ground. 

"Get off, Steven! What the fucking hell are you doing?" Steven held down Axl's wrists. Steve was much 
stronger than he looked. He might be small, but his arms were sturdy. Axl struggled and squirmed. "Get off of 


me, you little shit!" Footstep came pounding in as Slash and Mick came to the rescue. 


Slash pulled Steven off of the singer, while Mick helped Tommy stand up. Duff and Izzy ran into the room and 
held Axl back. 


Vince laughed. "See? Not even your little band can keep from fighting. How pathetic." 
"Vince, fuck off for once." Nikki bounded in the room with a calm face. "Don't start anything.” 


"He already did," hissed Tommy. He stood up and held his aching eye. Mick lead him out of the room. Slash and 
Steven sulked out the door after them. 


Axl yanked his shoulder out of his band mates’ grips. He stormed off to his dressing room. Duff and Izzy stood 


next to Vince awkwardly. 
"So you two are the mediators?" He chuckled. 


Duff shrugged. "I guess. But could you do us a favor and leave Axl alone? It would make our job a lot easier.” 


lzzy snickered as he walked out of the room with Duff by his side. 


eR 


Tommy stepped outside and leaned against a brick wall. He light up a cigarette and took a long drag. He sighed 


and his shoulders relaxed. 

The door opened and out came Steven. He didn't see Tommy yet. The blonde pulled a box of Marlboro out of 
his pocket and opened it. The box was empty. His arm went limp against his side and he dropped the box onto 
the cold ground. His head dropped down as he stared at the ground. His messy blonde hair bobbed up and down 
as he swung his head. 

"Need a cig, man?" Steven jumped up in alarm and turned to Tommy. 

"Fuck, man. You scared me." 


Tommy grinned. He handed Steve a cigarette and lit it up for him. He nodded his thanks as they stood in silence. 


"Listen, man.. thanks for standing up for me. | thought Axl was going to kill me," he said softly. The words he 
had spoken to Steven two days before hung in his head. l'm such an asshole. 


"No problem. | couldn't bare Axl beating up my friend." The last part came out as strangled sound. 


"Stevie, | have to tell you that | didn't mean what | said the other day. l- | uh- uh just- was angry. Angry." 
Tommy's head felt light. He had almost told Steven that he.. 


Steven swallowed and nodded, still looking at the ground. "Its cool man. And | wasn't embarrassed when Nikki 


saw us, | was just shocked. Not embarrassed" 


"Ste-Steven, |-" He didn't know how to apologize well. So he decided what he would do in a split-second. Tommy 
grabbed Steven's muscular shoulders and pressed him against the brick wall. Steven's eyes grew soft as he 
realized what was about to happen. Tommy pressed his red lips against Steven's full pink ones. Steven's hands 
wandered down to Tommy's thighs. 


Tommy entangled his hands in Steven's unruly locks. He pushed his hair back so he could uncover Steven's full 


face. He was beautiful. His skin was soft and perfect. His eyes were like the sky on a snowy day. 


Steven's hands crept to Tommy's zipper. They hung there for a while before he unzipped them. Steven held 
Tommy's length for a little while, just gently rubbing circles into the skin It grew hard in Steve's hands. 
Tommy craned his neck and started to nibble and kiss the blonde's neck. Steven's head went back and he let 


out a moan. 


Steven sank down onto his knees. He slowly submerged Tommy's member into his watering mouth. He moved 
his head back in forth, hollowing his cheeks. He remembered what the taller man had done the other day and 
hummed deep in his throat. Tommy's eyes widened and his mouth opened. He let out a rush of air, trying to 
keep from screaming. His eyes rolled back into his head and he stifled a moan. He was suddenly emptied. 


Steven zippered Tommy's pants and smiled at him. "Steve," Tommy breathed. "I- | love you Steven" 


Love 


Author's Notes: 
The next few chapters will take me a bit longer:) 


Steven stared at Tommy. Immediately, Tommy regretted what he had said. There is no way Steven could love 


me back. l'm.. me. Who could ever love me? 


"m sorry, | should have.. kept that to myself, | guess." Tommy's face grew red-hot as he looked up at the 
street light to keep the tears in. 


"No, Tommy. | love you too. | have for a while.." The taller man's gaze whipped down to stare at Steven's 


earnest blue eyes. 
"Y-you love me?" Tommy stuttered, confused. 
"How could | not? You're beautiful. And you're the only one who | can talk to about whatever comes to my 


mind. No one else seems to care about me. You care, Tommy. And, and | love you." Steven's famous smile 


spread across his face and his eyes lit up. He wrapped his arms around Tommy's waist and pulled him to his 


chest. 
"You're perfect," Tommy whispered. 


"Actually Tommy, you are. In every way. | know you're self-conscious a lot and you shouldn't be." Steven pulled 


away and looked up at Tommy. "You're Tommy fuckin’ Lee!" 


That infectious smile that Steven had spread to Tommy's lips. He smiled and laughed and then cried. "You really 


are my best friend, Steve." Tears rolled down his face, smearing some of his make-up. "Shit," he mumbled. 


"Let's go in and fix that beautiful make-up of yours," Steven chuckled. As the two turned to open the door, 
there was Nikki, leaning against the brick wall. Both drummers gasped loudly, hearts skipping a beat. 


"You two fuckers are adorable." He turned his back and waved behind his shoulder. "Don't worry. | only saw the 


last part, thank God" He led the two wary men inside. 


Nikki turned and looked at the two, smile on his face. "Guys, don't give me that look. You two should," he looked 


around to make sure no one was around, "come out." 


The two looked at each other once again, mouths wide open. "Sh-should.. But everyone else.." Tommy stuttered. 


"I didn't know you two loved each other. | thought you guys were messing around. But love shouldn't ever be 
hidden It is damaging." Nikki was always the wise one in the group, followed shortly by Mick. "You should tell 
Mick, he is the understanding one. But you should come out to the whole group. | have to go wipe this shit off 
my face, see ya fuckers." Nikki walked off, platforms clomping on the ground. 


| agree with him. We'll get nowhere in secret, T-Bone." 


"You're right, | know. | think we should tell Mick. He likes us both," Tommy swallowed hard. This wasn't going to 
be easy. 


As if he read his mind, Steven said, "I know this is going to be tough, but itll be worth it, babe." Steven pulled 
his lover into his chest again. He rubbed his hands up and down his back, relieving some of his stress. Tommy's 
heart stopped at the pet name Steven had given him. This is what he had always wanted. It was right in front 
of him. 


"We're going to get through this, | know we will. And we'll be glad we did, Steve baby.’ 


Tell 


Author's Notes: 
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Tommy's hand slid down Steven's shoulder and he grasped the drummer's clammy hand. "Steve, | know Mick will 


help us. He always knows what to do. Promise we'll get through this." 

Steven nodded hesitantly. "I- | am more frightened for the next step..” 

Tommy sighed. "I know you're afraid of what Axl will say. He is a little bitch, why do you care what he says? 
You're amazing and if he doesn't accept us, then fuck him." Tommy grinned down at Steven. The little drummer 
couldn't help but to smile. 

Steven squeezed Tommy's hand. "I'm ready then" 

The two men walked into Mick's room in the dirty hotel. They looked around the small room, guitar strings and 
liquor were lying around the room. Tommy kicked a bottle out of their way and yelled, "Hey, uh, Mick? You in 
here?" 

Mick groggily got up out of his bed "Hey Tom" He rubbed his eyes and squinted at the light that shone 
through the open window. When his eyes finally adjusted, he looked at the men properly, noticing their 
intertwined hands. "Uh... 


"Yeah, uh, Mick. Nikki told us to come to you.. we're uh.." Tommy glanced over at Steven 


"We're a couple," the drummer finished. "We need advice on how to come out to the groups. You seem to be 


the smart one so we, uh..." 


Mick cocked his head to the side and then smiled. "You two love each other, don't you?" He clapped his hands 
together and howled happily. "That's so adorable, kids! Of course I'll help.” 


Steven breathed out. "That was easy, | hope it is that easy when we come out to the rest." 


Mick beamed. "It will be if you do it right. But first, we must celebrate." Mick stood up and padded over to the 
fridge, pulling out two beers. He handed each man a bottle. "For the happy couple!" 


Tommy took a swig. "Thanks man, | knew we could come to you." 


Steven wrapped his arm around Tommy's waist. "Nikki said that you'd help!" Steven looked incredibly happy. He 


swept his frizzy bangs out of his face with his bottle, letting condensation roll down his cheek. Tommy bit his 
lip and smiled. 


“Alright, guys, here's how you should do it." 


H\'s Time 
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Steven's hands were sweating as he and Tommy slowly walked into the common room of the two bands’ 
conjoined hotel room. They were going to come out to all of their friends. Some who have been known to be a 
little homophobic. 

Steven looked up nervously at his partner. Tommy was obviously anxious as well. His body was tense and his 
jaw was clenched. His eyes scoured the room; looking at everyone. Izzy next to Duff, Mick arguing with Slash, 
Axl sitting beside Vince with arm crossed, and Nikki smiling at them encouragingly. 

Tommy swallowed and cleared his throat. "Uh... guys? Can | say something?" 

"| don't know, can you?" Vince said sarcastically with that sideways smile of his. 

"Shut up, fucker," Nikki reprimanded. "And let him talk." 


Tommy looked around. Everyone's eyes were on him. Mick nodded at him as if to say, ‘go on! 


He swallowed again and finally stammered, "Steven and | are-are a-a couple. We're going out, guys." He felt 


Steven's hand slip into his and squeeze tight. 
The room fell silent. Everyone's mouths dropped; eyes doubling in size. 


Tommy opened his mouth to speak, but before he could, Axl abruptly stood up. Tommy cringed, guessing his 


intentions. He was going to call him a faggot, wasn't he? 
"Slash and | have been secretly dating for a few months now!" The redhead blurted out. 


Slash quickly stood up too. "Five months tomorrow," he said proudly. He was beaming behind his long curtain of 
jet black curls, white teeth shining. 


"Am | the only one in here who isn't a fucking fairy?" Vince growled. Mick whipped around and punched the 
blonde's pouty lips. 


"Shut the fuck up! Steven and Tommy love each other!" 


"And... and | love Axl" Everyone turned to face the dark guitar player who then turned to his partner. "Axl, 


baby, | love you." Axl's eyes welled up as he stepped over Vince's feet to hug his boyfriend. 
"I love you too, Saul.” 


"Popcorn, Slash, Axl, Tommy, guys, | want you to know that | fully support your lifestyle choice. And | think 
that you guys are awesome for coming out," Izzy said. He hardly ever talked in front of more than three 


people at once. He grinned wide at the two couples. He beamed down at Axl, his old friend. 


"l agree with Iz. You guys are so great. And you make great couples," Duff brushed his blonde hair out of his 
eyes so he could look all four guys in the eyes. "Congrats, fuckers." Everyone in the room laughed except for 
Vince. 


"Are you guys serious? These guys are fruity. They like it up the ass, that's fucking sick! You guys support 
this?" Vince looked around the room, outraged. He then stormed out of the room. Leaving behind an awkward 
silence. 


"We told that fucker to leave everyone alone," Izzy mumbled. "I guess he doesn't understand English... 


"Don't worry what he says, he is an asshole," Nikki beamed at Tommy, “Guys, congrats a hundred times. | told 


you guys it would be for the better! You even helped these two!" He slapped Slash on the back 


Don\'t Forget 
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Steven sat curled up into Tommy's arms on the bed in the hotel. He signed quietly and closed his eyes, 


squirming closer into the taller man's chest. 
Tommy looked down at him, brows furrowed. "What's wrong, babe?" 


Steven looked up at him with his killer smile. "Nothing!" But then the sides of his mouth loosened a bit. "Just... It 


kinda’ makes me angry that Vince..." 


Tommy sighed as well and hugged Steven. He put his chin on the blonde head and closed his eyes. "It bothers 


me too, but the reaction from the majority was a win. One person didn't agree, it's okay." 

There was a loud knock on the door. "Come in!" Tommy yelled. 

Slash and Axl slowly walked in, hand in hand. Axl smiled shyly and looked down at the ground. Slash nudged him 
with his shoulder and Axl looked up at him. "Uh, yeah. Tommy, | just wanted to apologize for hitting you the 
other day, | just get really mad sometimes and |-" 

Tommy smiled and nodded. "No, no. | understand. Don't worry about it." 

Axl's shoulders relaxed. "Thanks, man," he breathed. 

"And," Slash said through the hair hanging in his face, "we wanted both of your help with something." 


Tommy and Steven looked at each other and nodded slowly. 


"I just hate it how Vince won't accept us all. Mick and Nikki are okay with it," Slash looked at Tommy, "it's just 


him. 


“That's what | was just saying," said Steven. He looked up at Tommy. "Is there any way that we could make him 
understand that we love each other?" 


Tommy looked into Steven's eyes. He looked upset, yet hopeful. He could not let Steven down. He couldn't bear 
to see his face if he ever did. "I think we just should sit him down and talk to him. | don't know, just something. 
Let's go find him." 


Steven hopped up and held out his hand. Tommy took it and grinned. 


"OFF we go," laughed Slash. Axl giggled and put his arm around Slash's hip. The two couples walked out of the 


room. 


"Oh look, a parade." A sarcastic voice rung out through the hallway. The four looked up to see the blonde 


singer with a scowl on his face. 


"Listen, Vince." Nikki and Mick stopped shortly behind Vince and looked up at the four. "Can you guys help me 


knock some sense into this boy?" Mick growled. 
Slash grabbed Axl's arm as the redhead started to walk towards Vince. "Can we try talking first?" 


Vince laughed. "Nikki and Mick already tried. Its not going to work. And you guys are fairies, couldn't beat me 


up anyway." He crossed his arms and smiled smugly. 


"Is he.. asking to be beat up?" Steven clenched his fists. Tommy lightly pried his hands open and held onto 
them. 


Vince sighed and frowned. “Actually, | was kidding guys. Duff and Izzy talked to me about it too, they are good 


persuaders. And |," he swallowed. "I'm cool with it, | guess." 
The six stared at the blonde with their eyes wide. Nikki laughed with disbelief. 


| was coming to find you guys actually, | wanted to tell ya" Vince looked vaguely angry at himself for changing 
his thoughts on the couples after voicing it so confidently earlier. 


Duff strutted into the hall with his bass slung behind his back. He stopped and looked up as Izzy trailed behind 
him. "Did you tell ‘em, Vince?" Duff asked. 


"Yep, | did" He sighed, "And | guess l'm sorry for being a jackass earlier, too." Vince shrugged. "I dunno, | was 
just raised to disapprove of gay couples.” 


Axl turned to the two Gunners. "Thanks, Izzy. Thanks, Duff. You guys are so great!" Slash grinned shyly an 
locked his arms around Axl's body. He pulled him in and rocked him back and forth. 


‘It really means a lot, guys." Slash kissed Axl's head softly. 


Steven ran up to Izzy and gave him a hug, then he did the same with Duff. "Thanks so much guys!" He ran 
back to Tommy and hugged him, burying his face in Tommy's chest. 


"We knew how much it meant to you guys and we knew it would bug you that Vince was being a jerk," Izzy 
grinned. 


"im right here," Vince grumbled. 


Duff laughed. "Dude, but you're less of an asshole now so it's whatever." The blonde singer couldn't help but to 


smile. 


"I think it is amazing that you two love each other so much. | don't even know if anyone will ever love me so 


purely. You guys are lucky. Don't forget that." Vince's sudden emotion took everyone by surprise. 


"We won't forget," Tommy whispered as he planted a kiss on his boyfriend's lips. 


